Dance, lovely lady, dance and mask your face
as you have masked your heart; and then remember

how I must walk in love's uneven pace,
cold as the snow, or hot as fallen ember.

Carnival pleases you: 'tis my disgrace
whose heart is but a pain that will not slumber,

a cry against time's unrequited race
and you the symbol of my love's November,

Lady, believe my tears, that must upbraid you,
my lamentations and my long despair
that only death, nor even he, can mend*

But if my brow and eyes do not persuade you,
listen to words that die upon the air,
when heart and voice in the same silence end.
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